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Feeding Our Flames 


Author's Notes: 
This is for all you dudes who liked the last Testament fic | submitted. Hopefully it doesn\'t suck. Again, written 


on a mobile. | want to go home. 


Set during The Legacy era. 


Chuck had told him it would hurt, but he didn't say just how much. 
It burns, and he chokes on his own breath as he tries not to betray his pain 


He has to trust. Trust. Thats what it's all about. He tries to breathe evenly, and to relax his body, but every 


instinct tells him to run. 


Every instinct, that is, except for the tiny part of his brain which reminds him how much he loves the man 
on top of him; the man with the fists that break noses and the voice that makes conservative religious 


parents run screaming. The man who is doing his utmost to be gentle, the man who promised him everything, 


and to whom he also promised his all. 


The man who is muttering sweet nothings into his ear as he slowly pushes forward. He tells him that the pain 
will soon be over, his rich, sonorous voice dripping down into Alex's ear. He tells him how much he loves him, 
how good this feels, and how much he loves him again. 


Alex grunts, his fists balling in the sheet and hair hanging over his face and concealing his eyes which are 
screwed shut and full of tears. 


And then Chuck tells him that he's all the way in, and he can feel his singer's sinuous body pressed against 
him, every inch of lean muscle, his weight mostly supported on Alex's body. 


Large hands stroke Alex's back, shoulders, hair, anywhere. Lips brush his ear and Chuck tells him to relax, 
breathe, the pain will stop soon and he'll start to feel amazing. 


The gentle words seep into Alex, and start unwinding his muscles, overriding his every instinct. Chuck has the 
ability to calm him and to draw him in, even when every fibre of his body tells him to just run 


He breathes in deep, and he lets go of the sheet. Colour flows back into his knuckles and the bedclothes are 
wrinkled where he trapped them in his grasp. 


His shoulders drop, and his arms and neck fall limp against the bed. He exhales shakily as his head hits the 


pillow, little wet patches forming on it from his tears. 
Chuck waits. 


Alex's arms splay out on the bed as his back relaxes, then his ass and thighs. The relief is immediate, and his 
shins fall back to hit the mattress as he inhales, long and slow. 


Chuck waits. 


Alex now lies, spread out on his stomach, eyes closed as he tries to compose himself, with Chuck on top of 
him, attentively watching and feeling his every move, at the same time holding his own unquenchable desire in 


check. 


It doesn't hurt so badly now, just a dull ache and a very strange feeling of being full of something that wasn't 
usually there. 


Still, Chuck waits. 


Finally, Alex opens his eyes and reaches behind him, aware of his arousal renewing itself beneath him, for any 
part of Chuck that he can get a hold of. It just happens to be a powerful, tattooed shoulder, and slender 


fingers squeeze it gently. Words are carried in their touch. 


l'm ready. 
And Chuck doesn't wait any more. 


Slowly, ever so slowly, he raises his hips, pulling out slightly and then pumping back in. He bites his lip and his 
eyes roll back into his head at the feeling of Alex finally allowing him in. He knows the wait has been worth it. 
The task for him now is to not get carried away and to make sure the man beneath him is okay with every 


movement, because he's not sure if he could live with himself if he hurt him. 


Alex gasps as Chuck slowly begins to move, and his legs involuntarily part a little bit further. This feeling, to 
him, is still completely alien, and more than slightly painful, but he feels pinpricks of something else beginning to 
spread through him. They feel good, and a small moan slips past his lips. 


Chuck misses nothing, and drives himself deeper, faster. Only slightly, but it's enough to draw another beautiful 
moan from the one who stole his heart all those months back. And the one whose fingers are now digging into 
his shoulder and whose toes are curling and whose eyes are fluttering shut as he finally surrenders his 


instincts and gives himself entirely to Chuck. That alone feels better than this ever could, but this is the best 
way they know to communicate what they have between them. 


Alex's pain is forgotten. He feels Chuck everywhere; the body draped over his own, the pulsing length inside 
him, the hair, damp with sweat, hanging over his shoulders, the nose buried in the hair at the nape of his 
neck, the musky scent in the air and the love and need which is there in every motion. He sighs again, and 


begins to push back to meet the thrusts. 


As he does so, his lover brushes against something inside him and his whole being shudders. Violent pleasure 
rips through him, and Chuck knows that he's hit Alex's spot. He tilts his hips slightly and does it again. And 


agai n. 


Alex writhes on the bed, Chuck's name escaping him at every thrust. He bucks his hips, trying to rub himself 
on anything that will bring him relief and trying to slam himself back up onto Chuck because he simply can't 
get enough of the sensations coursing through him. 


His hand slips off his lover's shoulder, but it is pinned down by another, much larger hand. He feels fingers 


lacing with his own, but he can't see because his eyes are squeezed shut. 


Chuck fastens his mouth to a sharp, pale shoulder, which muffles the low groans he makes as they race 
toward the precipice together. He has abandoned all control, but Alex doesn't seem to mind as he pushes back 
to meet everything that Chuck gives him. The heat inside him is roiling and eddying violently, and he knows it's 


only a matter of time before it explodes. 


Alex is sobbing with pleasure, unable to comprehend why he hadn't let Chuck take him before. He can't work 
out what he was scared of. He reaches back with his free hand to feel Chuck's sweaty skin beneath his touch, 


but ends up raking his nails down his back and being rewarded with a breathy moan of his name. Every 
pounding thrust spears into his sweet spot, and he knows that it won't be long before he loses his footing and 


tumbles off the edge. He hasn't even touched himself. 


It's all over very suddenly. Chuck leans forward, licks the shell of his ear and tells him to let himself go. He 
slams home, one more time, even as his words are still sinking in. Then the scales are tipped, and Alex 
screams. His body spasms and shudders as he is broken on endlessly by waves of pleasure he's never known 
and the undertow threatens to pull him in. He arches his back inwards, twists his neck and leans back to kiss 
his lover as best he can before he goes completely under. It's a messy kiss, because at that moment, Chuck 


releases a mighty, mangled shout and floods him with heat. And then they both slip under together. 


When Alex finally recovers, tanned, muscles arms are around him and deep, regular breaths tickle his ear. He 
is warm, naked and comfortable, and so in love with the man who holds him, who saved him, that he doesn't 
think it's possible. He places a kiss to the shoulder in front of him, and the arms tighten and Chuck sleepily 


murmurs something about love. With the first self-assured smile he's ever worn, Alex sleeps. 


